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NY RESOLUTION#! - Write to Hal & Lil. 

Dear Folks: 

Yes, you are my very first letter of 1983! And by the way, 
thank you for yours and the try for a phone call. 

Obviously, you're both feeling chipper .. .rich and hearty 
food for the holidays and Hal wearing his Walkman! Somehow, 
that's a picture I can't quite conjure up! 

The old fella was good to me too... got a new pair of 
slippers and a jazzy gold filled Fisher space pen, the real 
expensive kind. Jodi says I should use it only for jazzy, 
expensive contracts .. .not a bad idea. 

She is doing beautifully in her recovery. Believe it or 
not, 7 months have passed since that initial shock and trauma. 
She's in the office daily and performs such tricks as: managing 
the whole damn joint. . .washerwoman. . .scrubberwoman. . .and also 
manages to be the stations top salesperson! Truly, she is an 
inspiration to watch. She will never see out on one eye. And we 
found out only recently that her hearing appears to be partial 
in one ear, due to accident related nerve damage. If that's thd 
trade off, so be it. She has accepted it in her heart. Besides, 
she knows it can't be all that bad if the guys still whistle at 
her! And they do'. 

Station-baby doing well - not magnificently, but we're 
managing at least to now be nearing the nut. Who knows? One day 
we may even make a buck out of this turkey! We have a vast 
audience, that's for sure. Now if we can only get some vast 
amounts of advertising, all will eaualize. Haven't had a day 
off since it all began U months ago. I'll leave some room now 
for THE BOSS. 

Jan. 11, 1983 

I’ve got to run and zerox this let ter ... nobody will believe 
that he called me the boss. ..ho. ho. Seriously, the beautiful 
thing about our ^station venture is that nobody has to play 
boss... we all work in our extended family at our station and 
watch our baby thrive. The days are long and we work every 
day and every thingv but the little pipsqueak baby turned out 
to be a gorgeous elephant or a full grown tiger. In 

Chinese religion, I was 4»orn in the year of the tiger... and 
NOW I know what my poor mother must have felt in raising 
me. This station baby is magnificent. Every day, we are 
accomplishing wonderful things. 

As a writer, I have found that much of this is like writing 
a book... every moment in full ventur e . . . bu t unlike a book, 

I never get to finally drop the weight and toss it to a 
poor editor or publisher. Art and I and our boy do it ALL 
and its an adventure every moment, some scary, but.... 

EVERYONE, and I do mean everyone who slips into my own office 
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gets shown those file cabinets of yours and told about you 
both. The top three drawjiers of one of them holds copies 
of my books, and lots of my published articles and stories. 

And, if they seem like a receiving spirit, I tell them about 
the promise you asked of me in return for those beautiful 
cabinets. . .not to stop writing. Believe it or no* (and I 
never lie as its a waste of time and energy and cleanliness) 

I write a tiny bit every day in a small book that I ve called 
in my writer’s space, ka leid iscopi c s or laseroptics 

Perhaps, some day, it will be completed and I can proudly 
send a copy to you two. 

I must say a deep deep thank you again for the wise advice 
yrfj!/// you gave me about elevating my head at night 
(and not turning over). It has saved my life and 
kept me from the hobbible aspects of spinal meningitis. 

I have learned to live with what I lost and have been literally 
mentally and physically reborn, and I don't mean that in 
the trite street use of that phrase. Its great here, rig t 
here on earth and we are both working so very hard that 
there is no time for worry or complaint or strife. 

The loss of the eye and the ear have had great effect too... 
for my use and appreciation for all the beauty I see with 
my right eye has increased tremendously. And the ear, its 
not a total loss, its only on certain frequencies and is 
not too much of a bother as I've re-fallen in love with 
mssic and all the creative aspects of music... What else 
did I loose, a lot of fat pounds that slowed my down, 
a lot of baloney in the brain, and that’s about it. Not 
a bad bargain made by the fates. Some people have to 
learn everything the hard one... and I'm one bf the stubborn 
people that needed a rough lesson in living in order to 
survive happily. 

So glad you’re still at work. My son loves his walkman 
earphones and rides his speed bile to the tune of the 
latest creations ...he knows more about all kinds of 
music now than I ever did. Ross’ stereo is just like 
yours and I know I’d love it if I got away with stealing it. 

thank you for your good hopes and thoughts and your love 
for humanity. . .especially this little human soul, me. 

May this year, 1983, bring you all that will give you happiness 
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